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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley are back at the motel again, sometime after having the shared vision in their parents bed. Andrew is restless and seeks comfort in cuddling his sister while getting a little bold.

Work Text:
A quiet room, in the middle of the night, kept two siblings separate from the world outside. A motel, a second floor room, two separate beds.

But in this silence stirred the unsettling thoughts and memories of a poor boy. Andrew turned over in his bed away from the wall of the motel room to look at his sister sleeping soundly in her own bed. He couldn’t sleep with his thoughts running around inside his head so quickly.

He sighed and sat up slowly, thinking whether to go smoke or to just go to Ashley. He could fall asleep if he was close to her. It was still something he was conflicted about- especially recently.

“Ashley...” He whispered as he looked at the unmoving girl.

(Great... I might as well just go smoke.) He slowly stood up. “... ... ... Ash...” He kept his eyes on her but his voice wouldn’t come out a second time. Not like he had any apprehension about falling asleep with her or even just getting in the bed with her. She was just an annoying bitch and would probably make it completely insufferable to do so. He took a few quiet steps towards the door and tried to get his shoes on.

“An... dy? ... What are you doing? What’s going on?” Ashley was waking up. She didn’t get a vision or anything from the talisman, so maybe he’d heard something outside.

“No... Nothing. Just go back to sleep Ashley.” - “No. Tell me what’s wrong Andy, did you hear something?” - “No. I just... Couldn’t... I’m going to go have a cigarette.” - “Andy!” - “Ugh. What do you fucking want?! Just let me...”

He turned from the door to see she had a sickly sad look on her face. “You’re having trouble sleeping again... Was it a nightmare?”

She sounded like she was actually concerned and he hated it. “Y... Yeah. It was. Can I just go have a cigarette?” He grabbed the handle to the door and Ashley nodded. He went out to smoke, seeing his sister’s face in his mind while he did so.

Once he re-entered the room, Ashley lay there and looked at him, patting the bed space next to her. “Fuck off. I’m not getting in your bed.” - “Andy.” - “Leave a message, I’ll try to find this ‘Andy’ so I can deliver it for you.” - “And... Fine, you selfish asshole, see if I care after this!”

She angrily turned over in her bed, facing the wall and pulling her pillow closer under her head. He grabbed his pillow, moved over to her bed, and slowly got in while taking his shoes off. She tried to shove him off with her elbows and legs, but he could anticipate each movement and turned it into a slow hug instead of a fight. “Andrew is an asshole, I hate him.”

“I know Ashley.” - “You’re an asshole, get out of my bed.” - “You wanted me here.” - “I wanted Andy here.” - “Will you settle for Andrew?” He was getting slightly more handsy with her now, and she immediately took notice. Instead of now just holding her, he’d lifted up her shirt a bit, touching her bare stomach and holding her a bit closer. His other hand had gone between her shoulder and pillow, and she realized she was moving to accommodate him now in her bed. “You really can’t sleep can you?”

He leaned in close to press his cheek against her neck, whispering back. “No.”

The smell from his smoking was so fresh and strong. “You—“ (-‘re getting a bit handsy there Andy.) She stopped herself realizing that making him aware of the situation would make him try to correct it.

As she lay there, keeping up the slight bit of anger, he gently curled his left arm from under her head to reach up and play with her bangs. “I’m sorry... Ashley.” She let out a small huff. “It’s not like I care. You already don’t want to be nice to me.” - “I’m sure I can make it up to you.” - “Yeah? Gonna buy me a new shitty soda later?”

His hand started moving around behind her, traveling up her shirt and unlatching her bra. She shivered and jumped in the bed at this, turning around quickly to face him. “ANDY! W-w-what are you... !” He looked at her as he pulled his other arm back from under her pillow, putting it between them and placing a finger against her lips.

“Shush.”

He brought his hand up from beneath her shirt and held her head in his hands by her cheeks, brushing a thumb over her lips. “Let’s not disturb the other people here in the motel. Remember, we’re not at home...” She opened her mouth a little to respond and he curled the tip of his thumb forward, placing it inside her mouth against her teeth.

He was getting really handsy.

She reached up and grabbed onto him in return. “Ssstaahp...” She glared at him. He pulled his thumb back and instead draped his arms around her neck. “Thanks... I can tell you’re getting fidgety. You always fidget with your hands Andy. Ever since we were kids.”

He shrugged. “So what... It’s normal for people to do something like that. You're gonna have a problem with it now?” - (I don’t have a problem with it idiot.) “No, but ever since that vision—” - “I... Don’t really care about the vision anymore.”

(HUH? SO WHY THE BIG FUCKING DEAL ABOUT IT THEN?!) “Andrew, you’re a fucking asshole, you know that? Do you really care about how I feel?” They stared at each other before he turned his eyes down and started fidgeting with the collar of her shirt. (Knew it.) “If you’re gonna be incon—”

“Leyley. Can you just let me move forwards at my own pace? I’m not some unfeeling asshole like you think I am. I’d still choose you any day...” He moved his hands down around her torso and leaned in, pushing his head up under her chin. She instinctually began putting her arms around his shoulders. (Fuck... He knows exactly how to make me be nice to him...)

“Leyley... I’m tired.” - (God dammit.) “Andy. It’ll be fine.” She moved a bit to look at him. His eyes were closed, but his hands still moved to lift her shirt slowly. She wasn’t sure what to do because she wanted him, but he was asking her to let him go at his own pace. Maybe it was best to just see what happened now. He slowly reached up, taking her bra in hand. She tucked her arms in and tried to take her shirt off but he stopped her. “N-no. Leave it on.” - “Andy, I know you don’t wear bras because you have a dick and not a nice set of tits like I do, but you understand how annoying this is right?” - “Okay, then just—” She felt him push her bra up a bit under her shirt as his hands started groping over her breasts. “-leave it on...”

She pulled a finger back to bite on it gently. (Fuck, he’s really groping my tits right now. This is feeling really good.) - (I hope she doesn’t make this any weirder than it already is...) - (Ah... Andy! Yes... Harder...)

He could feel her pert nipples in his palms as he rubbed and squeezed. The entire time he kept his eyes closed, and he started moving his hands now around her body, underneath her shirt. His hands felt around and traced down until he got to the waistband of her shorts. She slowed down her breathing and pulled her knuckle out of her mouth, putting that arm around his head. “An... dy...”

He moved his hands around her waist and felt over her stomach, moving his right hand up to run his thumb over her little belly button. “You think you could blindfold me?” - “Wow, taking a page out of mom’s closet?” - “Shut up!” She started laughing as she got up on top of him. His eyes stayed closed, and so she took her shirt off and fashioned it into a makeshift blindfold. “There. How’s that Andy?” She said in her best quiet and seductive voice. He didn’t seem to mind, even smiling back at her.

She was... A little taken back by that response. He was using his hands to see her now— Taking things at his own pace. She realized now why he had asked her to blindfold him. She took her bra off all the way now and leaned forward, over him. The shared bed was now slightly more accommodating, and Andrew slowly traced his hands up and down her back, feeling along her spine and rubbing over her shoulder blades.

The closeness of it all... Wasn’t enough for her. Ashley still wanted more.

(Just a bit more... Please.)

“Can you take off my shirt?” - “Y-yeah, sure Andy.” She complied and helped him take his shirt off. His body bare, she wondered if she could lay against him. He pulled her close, feeling her breasts squish softly against his body, blushing from it still. She brushed her cheek against his neck in comfort and held onto him, noticing the quick beat of his heart against her chest. (This is nice. I’m okay with this.)

“Hey Leyley. Am I going too fast?” - “No, not at all.” - “I feel like I am.” - “Then slow down.”

“... ... ...” - “... ... ...” They lay there in silence.

Andy leaned down and as he held her in his arms, he bit into her shoulder, gently at first- he soon then got rougher. This resulted in a moan slipping out quite loudly from Ashley’s mouth into the motel room.

They both stopped. “...” - “...” - “Andy—” - “Shut up...” His face was warmed by the intense blush, and she simply had the most shit-eating-grin she’d probably ever had in that moment. He didn’t stop though. They both kept their pants on, but they touched each other and felt each other in this intimate closeness. He continued to kiss and bite her in various places, and when she had her hold on him, she would dig her nails in and scratch his skin. Sometimes she returned a love bite, but she wanted him to go at it himself.

Anything was better than nothing.

This was technically progress. Progress towards that vision they shared.

—

After a long moment spent feeling each other so close, Andrew hugged his sister and pulled the covers over them as they lay there together shirtless. “I’m... Still apprehensive to go further.” - “Who the fuck says it like that...” She laughed somewhat quietly as she took the shirt off his eyes. “You’re a fuckin’ dork Andy.” - “Yeah—” He gave her a quick kiss on the lips. “-but I’m your dork...”

She nodded and slumped down against his chest.

“Night Leyley.” - “Night Andy.”